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CHARIVARIA. 


Some call it the Whitewash Report. 
Perhaps a better name would be the 
Won’twash Report? ? 


By a curious tlialiaas the follow- 
ing appeared in a contemporary last 
w eek _— 

‘« TO-DAY'S FASHION NOTE. 

The white washing skirt is in great demand 

this summer. - 


Rumour has it that Mr. Fatconer 
is now taking steps with a view to an 
illuminated address being presented to 
| Mr. Litoyp GrorGeE, Sir Rurvus Isaacs 
and Lord Murray, testifying to the 
Nation’s appreciation of their invest- 
ments in Marconis. 

Dr. Anan,’ * the Baptist 
— who went from 

Liverpool to New York, has 

now explained why he has 
renounced British nation- 
ality. The polo match, it 
seems, had nothing to do 
with it. He says he has 
become an American 
citizen through disgust at 
Royal rulers, for the idea of 
being anybody’s subject was 
intolerable tohim. For our- 
selves we would rather be a 
subject-than an object. | 
Meanwhile Kina GrorGE. 
is, according to the latest | 
bulletin, doing as well as 
could be expected. 


* Editor of evening paper. 
Chief Sub. (very excited). 
FROM IVANOVITCH, 


“ Seas don’t divide—they 
unite,” was one of the: 
KAIsSER’s epigrams of which 
he was reminded during his 
Jubilee celebrations. 
the Red Sea ? 


IN THE 





An awkward affair is reported from 
Hamburg. After General von Macken- 
SEN had given to a new cruiser the’ 
name Derflinger, he uttered the follow- 
ing words in an impressive voice: “I 
commit thee, proud fabric of men’s 
harls, to thy element.” The fabric, 
however, proved even prouder than was 
expected. It refused to be dictated to, 
and remained on the stocks. 


With reference to 
culty in obtaining mounts for the 
forthcoming Royal Review of our 
citizen soldiers, it is said that Lord 
Haupane, from feelings of affection 
for the force which he “created, offered 
at his own expense to provide the 
Territorial cay any with hobby horses. 


the alleged difti- 


If Sir Josern em incursion 


into the theatrical world is to be a! 


success he will have to keep his eyes 
wider open. How comes it that he | 
allowed The Gilded Pill and The} 
Perfect Cure to be Produced by others? 


Sir JOHNSTON 
has been persuaded to give another 
farewell performance in ‘London. It | 


was felt that to break with precedent | 


by giving only one final performance | 
would scarcely be in the best interests | 
of the profession. | 


The “ Old Six Bells” inn, Willesden, 
has been condemned by the local 
authorities as unfit for habitation. | 
The house was a famous haunt of Jack | 
SHEPPARD and JONATHAN WILD, and 


there is some talk of holding a dean 


HOT WEATHER. 


But what about | of r 





MODERN 


JOURNALISM. 


YEs?’’ 


ss YES »9 
THE 


, RoBERTSON 


‘*[ VE GOT AN IMPORTANT STATEMENT HERE 
RUSSIAN NOVELIST, ABOUT WHAT HE FEEDS st 

FORTUNATELY THE TEMPERATURE TO-DAY Is 
EXACTLY ONE DEGREE HOTTER THAN THE CORRESPONDING DAY IN 1813.”’ 


Conference held last week to the serious 
amount of malingering by women under 
the Act. Indeed it may lead to the 
coining of a new word—“ femalinger- 
ing. i a 


“It is more important,” says Mr. 
| WILL Crooks, “to court the missus 
| when you 've married her than before.” 
Unfortunately in certain circles a good 
deal of the post-nuptial courting ‘that 
is done appears to be police-courting. 

' 


Two children were bitten by monkeys 
at the Zoo last week. It is thought 
that the monkeys, who often bite one 
‘another, did not realise that these little 
ones were not of their own species. 


At Magherafelt (i oo Petty 
, Sessions last week, FELIx 
MULHOLLAND was fined 
twenty shillings for cursing 
the Porr, the police, the 
Army, the Navy, the buckles 
on Constable KELLy’s 
“frock,” and the Ancient 
Order of Hibernians. It 
sounds something of a 
bargain, 





a 

The director of The 
Gourmet has told an inter- 
viewer that English people 
do not think nearly enough 
about eating. In City Cor- 
poration circles this is con- 
-sidered a hase slander. 


* Certainly te far the best 
| novel I have written,” says 
‘a certain author of a book 

of his which has just been 
| published. If this idea of 





eaders of penny dreadfuls and | 
patrons of picture palaces with the view 


‘of raising a fund to preserve the build- 


, Attention was drawn at an Insurance|! marrying him. 


ing for the nation as a memorial to} 
their heroes. 


Another literary coincidence which | 
seems to have escaped general notice | 
attracted our attention at a bookstall 
last week. Side by side were the 
placards of The Daily News and The 
Daily Mail. They ran as follows :— 





DaILy News - | DaiLy Mare 
WHAT | | THEY 
THE TR AMS | SHOULDN'T 
HAVE DONE! | HAVE 

FOR — 
LONDON 





Women, it is tnepvientie stated, can 


‘circulating the writer's 
| Opinion of his work should become a 
|custom, it will, we fancy, be found that 
jthe book which is being offered to 
the public is almost invariably his 
| masterpiece. 





More Calumny in the Press. 

‘* The quarterly meeting of the above asso- 
| ciation was held at the Constitutional Club on 
Tuesday evening, when an enervating address 
was given to the members by Mr. David Stuart 
(Tariff Reform League).’’ 

Clevedon Mercury and Courier. 





* NOVEL EX XPERIMENT IN 

DORSET VILLAGE. 
CLEAN LivrnG.” 
The Daily Erpress. 
Is Dorset as bad as that ? 


A 





‘*Widow Lady Wants Situation as house- 
keeper to gentleman or bachelor.”’ 
Advrt. in Daily Paper. 





beat men in most fields of activity if} Let us hope that, if he’s a bachelor, 


‘they are only given a fair chance. 


she will make him a real gentleman by 





VOL. CXLIv. 
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BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 
Dances AND Dogs. 
Park Lane. 

Dearest Dapune,—Hostesses have 
been up against a quite quite novel 
difficulty this season—the scarcity of 
girls at parties! Isn’t that a deliciously 
funny idea? It comes about through 
some of the oldest inhabitants not 
allowing their girls to do the Chim- 
panzee Cuddle and the Mexican Mix-up. 
The Duchess of Dunstable is one of 
these, and poor Francesca and Frederica 
have had a perfectly rotten time in 
consequence. They were both asked 
last week to a kick-up at Beryl Clarges’, 
where things are generally made to 
hum. The old duchess refused, and 
arranged to take them to a ghastly 
scientific soirée—you know the sort of 
fearful function—tea and coffee and 
lemonade, and information while you 
wait! Franky gave in meekly, as she 
always does, but Freckles nursed rebel- 
lious thoughts and planned deep plans. 

Among o!d Dunstable’s other moss- 
grown habits and customs, she keeps 
up the childish punishment of sending 
the girls to bed early if they ever cheek 
her or answer her back. At dinner on 
the night in question, Freckles was 
particularly argumentative, and the 
more her mother repressed her the 
more she wouldn’t be repressed. At 
last she flatly contradicted her stately 
parent. The latter got out the frown 
she keeps specially for Freckles and 
put it on. ‘You know what your 
punishment is,’ she said after an 
awful silence: ‘ You will go straight 
to your room on leaving the table.” 
In due time she dragged off Franky to 
science and sighs, and, as soon as they 
were off the premises, Freckles, instead 
of going to her penitential couch, put 
on her prettiest dance frock and went 
in a taxi to Beryl’s, where she enjoyed 
herself hugely. 

Unluckily, old Lady Humguffin, who’s 
everybody’s third cousin or first aunt 
once removed, met the Duchess of 
Dunstable next day, and said, “ I looked 
in at my great-niece, Beryl Clarges’, 
last night and found she’d a party of 
young people. What extraordinary 
dances they do nowadays, to be sure! 
I don’t know when I’ve laughed so 
much! Your Frederica seemed particu- 
larly aw fait at a dance called the 
Chimpanzee something-or-other.” 

“My Frederica!!” gasped old Dun- 
stable. “ My Frederica was at home 
in bed!” 

“I daresay you do,” rejoined the 
Humguftin, who’s deafer than twenty 
posts; “but I think it’s hardly wise 
for you to do such violent dances at 
your age.” 





, 





The engagement of Peggy Sandys, 
the Ramsgates’ younger girl, has come 
as quite a great little surprise, except 
to those behind the scenes. She came 
out last year and made an instant 
success. She’s one of those girls who 
happen now and then (your Blanche 
was one of them once upon a time), 
who are proposed to by almost every- 
one, and are quite tired of saying No. 
She has the young girl’s funny trick of 
having ideals and being in earnest, and 
has let it be understood that the men 
of to-day don’t come near her standard. 
Her granny, Popsy, Lady R., tells 
people that, at eighteen, she was 
exactly like Peggy herself. But, in 
spite of the fearful prospect thus 
opened, the girl goes her conquering 
way. I can best describe her by telling 
you that half the women say, “I can’t 
imagine what people see in that girl!” 
and the other half say, “ Pretty? She 
hasn’t a feature in her face, my dear.” 
When those things are said on all sides, 
you may know the lucky child has 
quite quite got there! Passe pour 
cela. 

At a boy-and-girl dance at the Middle- 
shires’ one night, Peggy was doing a 
sit-out with Lolly ffollyott (Ninny’s 
brother). Their chat began by Lolly 
proposing once more and being refused. 
Then they went on to talk Pekingese 
—they’re both ardent owners and 
exhibitors of the little butterfly-dogs ; 
and so they got to the Age We Live In, 
and Peggy pronounced it an age abso- 
lutely incapable of heroism. 

“ Why, look at you all,” she said ; 
“you men of to-day, compared with 
the knights of old who died for their 
lady-loves |” 

* Don’t be rough on us,” pleaded 
Lolly. “The knights of old got their 
chance at tournaments and things, and 
there ain’t any real tournaments any 
longer. But, if the idea is that we’re 
to die for you, you've only got to ask 
us to cross the road—that’s almost 
certain death now.” 

But Peggy wouldn’t listen. ‘“ The 
age of heroism is dead,” she persisted. 
“Not one of you is capable of an 
heroic act.” 

Next week was the Dog Show at the 
Floricultural Gardens. Peggy Sandys 
| carried off everything with her peky- 
|peky, Ming-Ming the 23rd. The little 
champion was quite the centre of 
| attraction, sitting thoughtfully in a big 





satin-lined jewel-case, with mounted | 


police all round him and Life-guards 
| beyond the police—in case of foul play. 
Peggy, dressed in muslin and smiles, 
| was seated near by, and Lolly came up 
to congratulate her. 
| “Thanks awfully,” said Peggy. 
|“ Yes, I’m frightfully proud and happy 








to-day. But why aren’t you showing ? 
You’ve some good ones, haven’t you ?”’ 

“Yes, I’ve some good ones,” 
answered Lolly, looking wistfully at 
Ming-Ming the 23rd and his mounted 
police and Life-guards; “but I ain’t 
showing any of ’em to-day. I say, 
look here, I wish you’d come to tea at 
my place to-morrow and have a look at 
‘em—lI’d like your opinion.” Peggy 
said she’d go, and, as she’s very 
independent and quite a law unto her- 
self, she did go. 

“They’re all nice little thingy- 
things,” said Lolly, as he showed her 
his doglets, ‘* but Confucius is the best.” 
Peggy darted forward to examine 
Confucius; then she gave a scream 
(if she’d lived fifty years ago she’d 
have fainted), and turned upon Lolly. 
“ Why,” she gasped, “ he’s got all the 
points—and more than. all.” 

“Yes, I know,” said Lolly sadly. 
“He’s got ’em all—and a bit over. 
His eyes bulge a weeny bit more than 
Ming-Ming’s, as you see, and his brow 





is a teeny bit more thoughtful; and 


then he ’s the extra toes.” 

“And yet you didn’t show him?” 
cried Peggy. ‘“ Are you mad?” 

“ No, Peggy, I ain’t off my chump,” 


said Lolly; “I didn’t show him— 





because 
A light broke on Peggy. 


want him to cut out my Ming-Ming.” 
“That’s about 
assented Lolly. 


“It’s nothing to 


make a dust about—I—I was glad to } 


do it—though it did want some doing.” 

“T take back all I said the other 
night,” cried the enthusiastic Peggy. 
“The age of heroism is not dead! No 
knight of old ever performed a yreater, 
nobler action for his lady-love than you 
did in keeping back this angel from the 
show, so that he shouldn’t cut out my 
Ming-Ming.” 

And now Lolly and Peggy are 
engaged. (There are always poisonous 
persons who try to spoil a pretty little 
romance, and these creatures say Peggy 
only accepted Lolly to be part owner 
of Confucius.) 

Norty, who keeps me posted up in 


Parliamentary matters, tells me a Bill | 


is coming before the House for the 
abolition of coastguards and all coast 
defences, and in their place large notice- 
boards are to be erected warning foreign 
warships that if they approach our 
shores too closely they will be liable to 
a penalty not exceeding foity shillings. 
The money saved on coast defences 
would be used to build free picture 
palaces for the unemployed. Norty 
hopes to put in one of his scathing 
speeches when the Bill comes up. 
Ever thine, BLANCHE. 








“T see; | 
you didn’t show him because you didn’t 


the size of it,” | 





































































































= SSS EO 
-~ NS — 
o mone SANS = 
-: nee —_ Sete 
— 
Le —— 
ee —, 
~ N \ 
— aout oe eee eens 
ee ——— — 
———— SS 
Poa = nn mm ———_—_—_—— 4, 
mamas i 4 
TT SS = 
meneame, —=— J 
— — 































































































PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—June 25, 1913. 














sar 
- 14 iad | | 
LQayven ee | 


























4 


TELEGRAPHY. 


BLAMELESS 


MY BOYS, YOU LEAVE THE COURT WITHOUT A STAIN—EXCEPT, PERHAPS, 


JOHN Butr. “ 
FOR THE WHITEWASH.” 
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| the downward grade, he had splashed 
|into the water again before the angler 


ONCE UPON A TIME. 
| realised his loss. 


LIMITATION. 
° | 7 ° ° 
Once upon a time there was a trout; For a while the trout lay just where 
. . . { . ° 
who lived in a stream much frequented | he sank, motionless, too exhausted to 


by anglers. But though he was of swim away, listening languidly to what 


some maturity and had in his time) 
leaped at many flies and grown sturdy | 
on them, they had always been living 


man. Hence, although well informed 


fishing he knew only what he had 
been told by such of his friends as had 


tribe at work in his surgery extract- 
ing barbs. For, just as children stand 
at the smithy door watching the mak- 


trout cluster round the hooksmith and 
observe him at his merciful task. 

This trout was in his way a bit of 
a dandy, and one of his foibles was to 
be weighed and measured at regular 
intervals (as a careful man does at his 


how things stood with him. Fitness 
was, in fact, his fetish ; hence, perhaps, 
his long immunity from such snares as 


eyes of undiscriminating and gluttonous 
fish. 

But to each of us, however wise or 
cautious, a day of peril comes soon or 
late. It happened that on the very 
afternoon on which he had learned 
that he was fourteen inches and a 
quarter long and turned the scale at 
twenty-four ounces, the trout met with 
a misadventure which not only was 
his first but likely to be his last. For 
seeing a particularly appetising look- 
ing fly on the surface of the water, and 
being rather less carefully observant 
than usual, he took it at a gulp, and 
straightway was conscious of a sharp 
pain in his right cheek and of a steady 
strain on the same part of his person, 
pulling him upwards out of the stream. 

Outraged and in agony, he dashed 
backwards and forwards, kicked and 
wriggled; but all in vain; and at last, 
worn out and ashamed, he lay still and 
allowed himself to be drawn quietly 
from the water in a net insinuated 
beneath him. In another moment he 
lay on the bank beneath the admiring 
and excited eyes of a man. 

A pair of hands then seized him and 
the hook was extracted from his right 
cheek with very little tenderness. 

It was at this moment that the trout’s 
good fairy came to his aid, for the man 
in his eager delight placed him where 
the turf sloped. The trout saw the 
friendly stream just below, gathered 
his strength for a last couple of despair- 
ing struggles, and these starting him on 








= - - — 





creatures and not the guileful work of} 
on most matters, of the hard facts of | 
been hooked and had escaped, and from | 


watching the ancient hooksmith of his! 


ing of a horse-shoe, so do the younger | 


Turkish bath), so that he might know | 


half Alnwick exists to dangle before the | 


was being said about him on the bank 
by the disappointed angler to a friend 
who had joined him At length, having 
collected enough power, he swam away 
| to safety. 

That evening, you may be sure, the 
trout had plenty to tell his companions | 
| when, after their habit, they discussed | 
the day's events ina littlecrowd. There 
were several absentees from the circle, | 
and two or three fish who were present | 
had swollen jaws where hooks had | 
caught and broken away; while one| 
actually had to move about and eat and | 
talk with a foot of line proceeding from | 
{his mouth, attached to a hook which 
none of the efforts of the profession had 
been able to dislodge. 

“But the thing that bothers me,” 
said our trout, as he finished the recital 
of his adventures for the tenth time, | 
“is men’s curious want of precision. 
[t is true they don’t carry scales about 
with them as we do, but they oughtn't 
to make shots so wide of the mark. Not 
| with all their advantages, they oughitn’t. 

Look at-their powers. Fishing rods and 
tackle and false May flies are alone a 
| pretty good proof either that they have 
| too many brains or we too few; but 
‘then there are all the other things. 
| There’s telegraphy and the telephone, 
| phonography and the cinema; there’s 
| SHAKSPEARE, photography, MicHarn 
| ANGELO, and all the rest of it. Surely 
; With such a record men ought to be 
able to do a little thing like guessing 
pretty nearly accurately the weight and 
}length of a trumpery fish! Yet, while 
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OCC. VERSE. 
(In the manner of “ The Westminster 
Gazette.”’) 
To-niGHT you will fare afar 
Through the limpid aisles of space 
To the amber shores where the spindrift 
soars 
In a mantle of elfin grace ; 
And, though I may never share 
In your swift translunar flight, 
You will send me a hail o'er the star- 
strewn gale 
When your haven looms in sight. 


And I with a limpet’s clutch 
To our love will ever cling— 

Our love that grows with the budding 

rose 

And never outwears its spring. 

And you, though your soul has flown 
To glory, my Hildegonde, 

In a vesture of bliss will waft mea kiss 
From the boundless back of beyond ! 


Yes, you will asperge my brows 
With the balm of Elysian dew, 
Till the veil is drawn at the screech of 
dawn 
'Twixt the astral me and you— 
The veil that I hope to rend 
When I quit life’s fevered foam 
For the argent isles when our sundered 
smiles 
Shall merge in one monochrome. 





Commercial Candour. 
i. 

‘*Intending Purchasers of Motor Cars are 
requested to inspect and try the ‘———' 
before deciding to buy another make. You can 
walk comfortably beside one when travelling 
on top gear.'’"—The Statesman (Calcutta). 


Il. 
‘*Furnished room, suitable for one or two 
gentlemen, for June, July and August; all 
meconveniences.’’—The Pittsburgh Press. 





| I was lying there in the water getting 
back my strength, I distinctly heard 
ithe fellow who had had me in his| 
}hands but had lost me, telling his} 
| friend that I was two feet four if I was 
an inch, and weighed not an ounce 
j under three pounds.” 








| Prince Auguste Louis Alberic d’Arenberg, 

|who has been President of the Suez Canal } 

| Company since 1896, is now in his seventy- | 
sixth year of age, having been born in Sept- 

}ember 1897. In the absence of other inform- 
ation it may be assumed that his advancing 
age is one of the principal causes of the 
President's retirement.”’ 

| The Egyptian Gazette. 





A Gleam of Journalistic Modesty. 

‘* The Times to-day publishes the full text 
of the whole document. It is quite impossible 
for any ordinary morning newspaper to publish 
this in extenso, but below will be found a 
summary.’’—Daily Mail. 

“ Ordinary ” is unexpected. 





‘* Mr. and Mrs. Charles Gloyne, formerly of 
Rhyl and now of flint, have just celebrated 
their golden wedding."’ 

Manchester Weekly Telegraph. 
Can this mean that the happy couple 
have been hardened by their matri- 
monial experiences ? 





| Try again. Other information 


| put this right. 


may 


Time, 113-sees.”’ 
Hoylake Herald and Visitor. 


| Very nearly aviation. 


i 


Long jump (under 14), prize presented by | 
George Griffiths, Esq.—l Watson, 2 Geddes. | 


‘* Tennis player would like to meet another 
player, not necessarily first-class."’ 
Bournemouth Daily Echo. 


| This is how we often feel. 





Trop de Zéle. 

} **The Pastor will be glad to know of sickness 
| in the homes of members of the Church."’ 

| Worthing and District Baptist Herald. 
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LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Hostess. ‘OH, I HopE YOUR DOG WON’? GO INTO THE KITCHEN; THE FISH FOR BABY'S DINNER IS ON THE TABLE.’ 
Caller. ‘‘I HOPE NOT, INDEED. HE ISN’T ALLOWED TO HAVE FISH.”’ 
THE SACRIFICE OF PAUL. 


Paur, when the great Panjandrum I obey 

Says to me sometimes, as we leave the oflice, 
“To-morrow morning I must be away,” 

Think you I ask him where his game of golf is? 


Ah no! I take his meaning; London lies 
Hot as Sahara, pitiless and arid ; 

Of course he sorrows for some aunt's demise, 
Of course some friend of his is being married. 


Such strands of destiny the wise gods weave 
When the long summer hours begin to try men: 
Uncles pop off, and nephews have to grieve ; 
Our boyhood’s chums are yielded up to Hymen. 


Yes, one and all we have these private claims ; 
I, too, about a fortnight from to-morrow, 
Mean to attend some knitting-up of names — 
A mirthful push, oh Paul, not one of sorrow. 


Already I can hear the choir-boys sing, 
[ see the happy pair, the priest bald-headed ; 
And why I want to warn you of the thing 
Doubtless you’ve guessed: it’s you I’m having 
wedded. 


Hush! hush! she would not like to hear that oath. 
I had some thoughts at first of Frank or Walter; 
But you are dearer to me, Paul, than both; 
I need the links, you need the nuptial altar. 


As for the girl, of course your choice is free ; 
My blessings on your heads, you two dear sillies! 
Her name, though, ‘should be kept quite shadowy 
And non-committal. Let's say Clara Willis. 


A quiet marriage, Paul. I hate to boast 
In cases such as this about the presents 

And who were there; I ban The Morning Post; 
A simple country rite with all the peasants 


Strewing the road with hay and flowers of June 
(The Squire has dowered you with a silver cruet) ; 
It must be in the country, and at noon, 
Because I want the whole day off to do it. 


You will not, Paul? Ah, stop, perpend again ; 
I think you always loved me as a brother ; 
This is a little thing ; I must obtain 
My two full rounds on some excuse or other. 


I like you for the réle. You gain belief. 

I see you playing it with verve and unction, 
And I shall love relating to the chief 

The story of that blithe bucolic function. 


But if you won’t—ah well, I care not how, 
Golf I must have—my brains are green with mildew— 
Don’t be surprised if three weeks on from now 
You find me in full mourning, having killed you. 
Evoe. 
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AT THE PLAY. 
“THe Faun.” 

OnE is familiar enough with the case 
of the Arabian djinn or of the Egyptian 
mummy revived and projected into 
modern stage-society, there to find 
many inventions and modes of speech 
and thought undreamed of in their 
philosophy of the remote past. The 
initial difficulty, for which a generous 
allowance is always made by the 
audience, is to give a colouring of 
probability to the resurgence of these 
antiques. Mr. Knosiaucn makes little 
attempt to account for the survival of 
his faun in the Italy of to-day; but 
his appearance in England is explained 
on the following grounds. He seems 
to have been studying the works of 
SHELLEY and, having acquired the 
language, he comes over to England 
to make the better acquaintance of a 
country that produced a poet so con- 
genial to a child of Nature. 

His first experience does not promise 
well, for the young gentleman from 
whose geraniums he emerges has just 
returned from dropping £70,000 at the 
races, and obviously has little in com- 
mon with the author of Hellas. 

However, as soon as the faun has 
doffed his unconventional skin-coat 
and got a little accustomed to the 
irritating coercion of twentieth-century 
dress, he proceeds gaily enough to the 
preaching of his gospel of Nature and 
natural selection; and the rest of the 
play—apart from some negligible dis- 
tractions—is a sort of paganized 
version of The Passing of the Third 
Floor Back. 

There is an attractive freshness in 
the idea; but I venture to think that 
Mr. Knosiaucn has made one or two 
errors of judgment. It is true that the 


anthropomorphic imagination of the} 
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he could hardly expect this conception 
of the faun-nature to be accepted by 
anyone who thought about the matter 
at all, and certainly not by those 
who reflected that such aspects were 
barely recognised in ordinary life by the 
ancients who created this type. 

At the end, after arranging the best 
part of the cast in couples on the lines 
of natural selection, the faun is made 
to say that he represented the joy of 
life in all its forms; but it was clear 
that he had really been insisting—not 
without tact, I admit—on one form in 
particular—the joy of animal attraction. 

In a matter of detail, but a rather 
large one, I think the author was at 
fault in permitting his faun to play 





tesnewdew 
BACK TO THE LAND. 

Mr. Martin Harvey (under cover) emanci- 
pates himself from the bondage of civilisation. 
the part of a racing tipster. How he 
got the inside information which enabled 


Greeks, seeking a symbol for certain | him to spot the winner for his patron 
forces of Nature, gave to the faun a|in every race that he touched I never 


human shape. (The Greeks, of course, 
called him a satyr, but the faun of the 
Romans, a variety of their Faunus, god 
of farmers, came to be identified with 
the Greek type. Pardon this pedan- 
try). But, if more or less human in 
shape, in attributes he was animal; 
and only less bestial than some of the 
semi-deities, say, of Egypt, because he 
represented those instincts of the ani- 
mal world which come closest to the 
primitive instincts of humanity. If, 
therefore, we attached to the senti- 
ments of Mr. KNopiaucn’s faun the 
only meaning that they could con- 
ceivably have in a faun’s mouth, the 
topic all the time was animal instincts. 
I am assuming, for the author’s benefit, 
that he intended his faun to illustrate 
the more romantic aspects of love, but 





thoroughly understood. His unusually 
nice sense of smell could hardly account 
for this success; and I viewed with 
scepticism the alleged activities of the 
bluebottle which served as an inter- 
mediary between him and the stables. 
I do not, of course, cavil at this magic ; 
my complaint is that, while in his 
homilies he was denouncing the sin of 
worldly greed, he should have given so 
much practical encouragement to specu- 
lations on the turf. 

Another slight flaw was found in the 
Suffragette element, which served as 
a side issue. It was rather vieux jeu. 
The author seemed to have written his 
play several years ago, and not revised 
it in the light of the latest develop- 
ments of militancy. 


I cannot say that Mr. Martin 





Harvey in his skins recalled very 
closely any known representation of the 
faun in antiquity. Mr. Fraser OuTRAM, 
who piped and danced in Mr. Maurice 


HEWLETT’s Callisto, came much nearer | 
to the type. But as Prince Silvani (the } 


title assumed by the faun) Mr. Harvey 
suggested rather effectively the irk- 
someness of human clothes to a creature 
of the woods; and many of his move- 
ments and poises were in the right faun 
manner. And it is something to his 
credit that the air he had of pure joy 
in living, and making others live, lent 
a note of innocence to what might 


otherwise, without intention on the } 
author’s part, have been unpleasantly | 


near to animalism. 
Of the other actors, Mr. 
Lewis bore with great good-nature the 


reflections passed by the faun on his | 


rotundity. Mr. Basi HaLLam was a 
pleasant figure as young Lord Stonbury, 
and went through the preparatory 


stages of suicide—never a very eligible | 
subject for light handling—with suf- } 


ficient callousness. But, as no hero 
ever kills himself in the First Act, we 
allowed his courage a generous dis- 
count. 

Miss Mapce Fasian, who played the 
ultimate lady of his choice, gave an 
excellent account of herself as a good 
fellow with a fine disregard for senti- 
ment; but I was very sorry for her 
when she was required to confess the 
latent instincts of sex by swooning in 
the arms of the first male who kissed 
her. It was the faun; and, though he 
assured her later that he had done it 
vicariously on behalf of the man she 
loved (who had not been consulted in 


the matter), still it looked rather bad | 


at the time. 


Both Miss Murtet Martin Harvey 


and Mr. Srarrorp Hinxiarp (as a 
futurist) threatened at the start to be 
amusing, but they too became victims 
of the faun’s incurable passion for 


pairing people off, and degenerated into 


common romantics. 


Up to a point the play was fairly | 


intriguing, for you never quite knew 
what the faun was going to do next. 
But, when once we were satisfied about 
his design (pseudo-renaissance) and 
examined the material of the fabric, we 
found it rather unsubstantial. 


the decorations ; but there were surfaces 
also of rather dull plaster. 
freshness of the scheme remains, and I 
thank Mr. Knopuaucn for that. O. 5. 





‘At 102 Buckenham was taken at the 
wicket, and 10 runs later fell te a catch at silly 
point.”’—Evening Standard. 

Then Bucxennam had to go back to 
the pavilion. 


FRrep | 


Colour | 
and a gay fantasy showed in some of | 


Still the } 
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MUCH-NEEDED REFORM. 
Luminous LETTERS. 

Tue revision of our Imperial nomen- 
clature suggested by Mr. Harcourt, in 
| his.speech at the Corona Club on 
Tuesday the 17th, has elicited a num- 
ber of interesting letters from various 
notable and notorious publicists. 

Professor Sir Husert von Her- 
KoMER, C.V.O., writes: Mr. Harcourt 
modestly deprecated the substitution of | 
| « Tululand ” for “The East African Pro- | 
| tectorate.” For my part I can see no; 
objection to the change. I should) 
certainly have adopted it in his place. 

Captain Crata writes: As the re-! 
1aming of portions of the Empire is 
now being seriously discussed by the 
SECRETARY OF STATE FOR THE COLONIES, | 
[ beg to suggest that the Orange Free | 
State Province might very fittingly be 
re-christened ‘‘Carsonia,” to commemo- | 
rate the efforts of our great leader to 
free Ulster from the fetters of Home, 
Rule. Ihave it on the best of authorit; | 
that in the event of the Government | 
Bill passing into law it is proposed to 
| call Dublin “ Devlin,” and Belfast, 
“ Patricksford.” 

The President of the Reading Radical | 
Club writes: The complete exonc ration 
of our gifted representative affords our 
fellow-townsfolk a splendid opportunity 
of testifying their appreciation in a 
concrete fashion. The derivation of; 
‘Reading” from the word “red” is, 
wellestablished by the best etymological 
authorities on place names. What 
more grateful way of linking town and 
hero together could be devised than by 
altering the name of the former to} 
“ Rufusville ” ? | 

Mr. Bernarp SHaw writes: I can-; 
not see why the principle of shorter! 
names should be confined to places. 
Take for example the case of Govern- 
ment Departments. What could be 
more cumbrous than the ‘Local! 
Government Board” when the “ Burns 
Board” expresses the same thing in 
one-third the number of syllables? 
Similarly “Burnsville” is a better! 
because a shorter name than Battersea, | 
and “ Burnsland” is a great improve- 
ment on that pseudo-classical mon- 
strosity, Nova Scotia. So, again, 
“Strauss Booth’ is a better name than 
“ Handel Booth,” not only because it 
saves a syllable, but because Strauss | 
ineans an ostrich. 

Mr. Fauconer, M.P., writes: Noone 
can study the question of Imperial 
nomenclature without becoming pain- | 
fully conscious of its utter inadequacy. | 
For example, we have the Solomon! 
[slands, but so far we have neither the 
Samuel nor the Isaacs Islands. There, 
aie two Georgias—hut one is in Trans- 

















PUNCH, OR 


| Sparta” 





THE CHARIVARL 





/ 


ae” 


+ dn SNS 





(Oxford Street zone.) 
Over-zealous PC. (suspicious of concealed hammer). ‘* Now tuuN, NONE OF THAT, 
ON, THERE!" 
Perfectly Innocent Young Lady. ‘* THEN PERHAPS YOU WILL KINDLY BLOW MY NOSE FOR 


Move 


ME 








|caucasia and the other in the United! |‘: At the top is a finely designed solid siiver 


States : lovd’s Neck is : eninsula ribbon with the words, ** National Reserve 
tates; | loyd s Neck is a a sula Challenge Shield.’ The subject is the parting 


on Long Island; and Lloyd 1s & post- of Hector and Andrew Mache, which sym- 
village of Jefferson Co., Fla., on the} bolises the spirit cf the National Reserve. 
Seaboard Air Line. So, again, the Ural; The figures of Hector and Andrew Mache are 
Mountains are not in Scotland or in| "ised from a silver base, and at the foot is 
Crete, | F Ee And lestiy the motto ‘ For God, King and Country.’ , 

ooeO, ut in see: AG, SASH, The Elgin Courant and Courier, 
there is no Oil City in the British 


i : T! . M: | . fi il ° “ae ey « “k- 
ie Mache family was more remat 
Empire, though there are three in the bl iene no aa: wok 
re ’ . . H ie S b) : osed, 
United States, including one “on the; 7 fo “< Sactel +m A aliens 
Kickapoo River, 18 miles S.E. of only is there this Scotch hero, Andrew, 
‘Ti but Papier Mache did wonders in 


{ quote from Lippincott's: 5, 
‘ i France. 
Gazelleer. | 
* ' > . ’ , 4 ‘ “wT ’ » ° . . . 

Mrs. C ARRIE ( HA MAR Cat ry the ‘This Attractive Residence, standing in 
famous American Sufi ragist, WIrles >| grounds of 4 acres, near village church and 
While this Government is in office} post. . . . Garden would be left if required.” 
why not change the Scilly Islands to} Adrt. in ‘* Bystander. 
the Isles of Man and the Isle of Wight | Personally we always take our own 
to the Isle of Whitewash ? igarden with us when travelling. 











sre 











500 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


CELEBRATED TRIALS. 
V.—Rex v. SLATTERY. 
Martha Slattery, described as a spinster of no occupation, | 

was brought up on an indictment charging her (1) with) 

having wilfully abstained from setting fire to or otherwise 
consuming or wiping out one of the statutory Golf Club 

Pavilions built in pursuance of the provisions of the Act for 

the Erection of Destructible Edifices ; (2) with being an un- 

suspected person found at large without intention to burn. 

Mrs. Knightley, K.C., and Miss Stoker appeared for the 
Crown. The prisoner was undefended by counsel. 

Mrs. Knightley, in opening the case for the Crown, said 
the prisoner came of a good Irish family, but had for many 
years been settled in London, where she lived in a small | 
way on an annuity of £150. She spent her time and a part | 
of her income in advocating the cause of homeless dogs and | 
in taking occasional charge of certain nephews and nieces 
of tender years whose mother had suffered the loss of a leg | 
in a motor-bus accident. Though she had had a good 
education, having indeed resided for three years at Girton | 
College, where she had secured first-class honours in the | 
Moral Science Tripos, she had never taken any part in the 
movement for the enfranchisement of women by violence. 
She had refused to belong to the Flames Club. 

Prisoner. 1 was never asked. They put me up for 
election without telling me and then pilled me. 

Mrs. Justice Catmus. What is “ pilling” ? 

Mrs. Knightley. “ Pilling,” my Lady, is a process em- 
ployed by certain clubs and similar associations for declining 
the company of those whom they consider unworthy. 

Her Ladyship. The word is not familiar to me. 

Mrs. Knightley. That would be so, my Lady. 

The Prisoner. It was like their impudence to pill me 
when they knew that nothing would induce me to become 
a member of their silly club. 

Her Ladyship warned the prisoner that no good could 
come of these interruptions, the only effect of which was 
to damage her case. She (the learned Judge) was prepared 
to give considerable latitude in view of the prisoner’s not 
having counsel to defend her, but there must be a limit to 
indulgence, and that limit had now been reached. 

Mrs. Knightley, continuing, said the prisoner had had 
every chance. Many pavilions, country houses, and grand 
stands had been placed at her disposal, but she had refused 
to toueh any of them, and had accompanied her refusal | 
with contumelious expressions which had seriously offended 
many of her fellow-women. Her Ladyship would remember 
that before the passage of the Act there had been formed a 








[June 25, 1913. 

Police Constable Muttonfist was called by the prosecution. 
He deposed that when he originally arrested the prisoner 
she came quietly. 

Her Ladyship. Be careful, constable. Are you sure she 
did not offer to slap your face ? 

The Witness. No, my lady. 

Her Ladyship. Did she not strike you on the chest with 
her fist ? 

The Witness. No, nothing of the sort. 

Her Ladyship (to the prisoner). You have heard the very 
serious evidence given against you by the constable. Have 
you any questions to ask him ? 

Prisoner (to the witness). If I had slapped you, what 
would you have done ? 

Lhe Witness. Lord bless you, I shouldn’t have minded. 
I should have took you just the same. 

Her Ladyship. Restrain yourself, witness. Your tone of 
levity is unbecoming. 

The prisoner addressed the Court at great length on her 
own behalf. She said she quite realised the gravity of 
breaking the law, but her principles compelled her, and 
whatever the government might do to her she intended to 
go on not burning pavilions to the end of her life. 

After the Judge had summed up against the prisoner, the 
jury immediately found her guilty, and she was sentenced 
to a year’s detention in the crater of Vesuvius. 








OUR CANDID CRITIC 
aT Last SunpAy’s CuurcH Parape. 

THE fine weather encouraged a notable display of fashion 
in the Park on Sunday. Seldom have we seen anything 
more ridiculous than the figure cut by Lady Southford, 
who should know by this time that purple doesn’t suit her. 
Mrs. Freischutz called for no particular comment, but her 
lanky daughter, Baba, should remember her size in shoes 
before affecting a tight hobble. Colonel Dandrough was 
hardly less humorous in a tight blue frock coat that would 
have delighted the heart of Georce Rosey. The Hon. 
Mrs. Bargess evidently felt the heat, and, had her dress- 
maker allowed her, would doubtless have patronised a chair. 
Mrs. Dumbarton Scott was not in good voice, and probably 
not more than half the people in the Park heard her inform 
Captain Maddison (whose tie was an insult to the public) 
that her husband had appendicitis. A ridiculous pug was 
leading the Countess of Camperdown into all sorts of trouble, 
and had it taken her right out of the Park it would have 
shown intelligence as to what is not the correct costume 
for a lady of fifty-five summers. Dear old Lady Titherinton 


benevolent society composed of those who, in the words | was gambolling among her many friends in a gown of crushed 
of JustTINIAN, “ suffragia sive combustione sive malleis| strawberry, while Madame de Bouillon looked especially 
appetunt.” This society still existed, though with a/foolish in a hat that might go far to upset the Entente. 
diminished sphere of usefulness, and its Committee had on | There are some necks that make us thankful for the open 
more than one occasion remonstrated with the prisoner on neck craze. Miss Ponter’s is not one of these, and the two 
her inactivity and lack of loyalty to the fundamental} Miss Croucher-Brownes should remember that, however 
principles of the Cause. It had all been in vain. She) shapely theirs may be, Hyde Park at mid-day should not 
might remind the ladies of the jury that under the provi-|be mistaken either for the Opera House or the Waters 
sions of the Act two thousand pavilions were built every | of Trouville. Altogether an amusing pageant not without 
year, the cost being a first charge on the Consolidated | its pathos. 
Fund. It was necessary that all these should be duly | 











burnt before the 31st of December of each year, and the| 
combustionists were selected by inspectresses appointed | 
under the Act. 

Prisoner. You've got the vote. What do you want to} 
burn things for now ? 

Mrs. Knightley. The Legislature recognised the high moral | 
value of such burnings and for that reason, as the preamble 
stated, had decided to perpetuate them and make them part | 
of the normal life of the State. 





A Boy of the Bulldog Breed. 
‘*In the last two games on the Grange ground, A. S. Nicholson has 
come to the rescue of the home side. For four innings his average is 
2. He has been twice not out.’’—Edinburgh Evening Despatch. 








Another Higher Critic. 

‘*An interesting and impressive sermon was delivered by the Rev. | 

W. L. Watkinson, D.D. His text was taken from the 15th chapter 
of Corinthians, and the 32nd, 33rd, and 34th verses. He dealt with 

it in his own inimical way.’’—North Herts Mail. “| 
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AUTHORITIES FROM THE WAR OFFICE IN THE ACT OF REALIZING THAT AEROPLANES CAN FLY. 


HISTORICAL TABLEAUX. 


(A feature we miss at the Imperial Services Exhibition.) 
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| of knives and pencils, tin boxes, odd| have said. 
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FOLLOW NOTABLE PEOPLE ABOUT AT PUBLIC FUNCTIONS (Ascot, FOR INSTANCE) AND, AS THEY ARRIVE WITHIN RANGE OF THE 
SNAP-SHOOTER, ADROITLY CONTRIVE TO BE IN THE PICTURE, SO AS TO APPEAR IN NEXT WEEK’S PHOTOGRAPHIC PAPERS UNDER THI; 


HEADING, ‘‘THE DuKE AND DucHeEss oF DUMPSHIRE AND FRIEND!" 


sia — - : ; way “home,” while her pursuer sought 
A TEMPLE FLOWER-SHOW. (| her in an altogether a direction ; 
Nor to go to the Temple Gardensjand all this, remember, within sight 
on one of these summer evenings to| and sound of the L. C. C. trams. 
see the Temple Flower Show is to| “ Rowsie, come ‘ere, you norty girl, 
miss a feature of the London season. | ’relse the gentleman ll ‘ave you,” called 
Even though you dress in your best}a mother’s help to her charge; and 
and fill your pockets with gold, youjthus I learned that one of the most 
will not find it easy to get inside the/| fascinating exhibits was a rose. Ladies’ 
gardens; the fuller your purse and the slippers were not so plentiful as might 
move glorious your raiment, the greater} have been expected, the reason being 
will be your ‘difficulty in “gaining | that to run barefoot upon the grass is 
admission. The Benchers have in| the pleasantest way. But away from 
effect ruled that unless you are some-|the groups, in a corner by herself, 
thing under five feet tall, with clothes} surrounded, no doubt, by fairies which 
whose glory has departed from them,|she alone could see, there was a little 
and with nothing in your pockets but | pink columbine, or my eyes deceived me! 
bits of string, cigarette pictures, portions | Most of them are wild flowers, as I 
There are a few of the 





| buttons and treasures of that kind, you| more delicate kind, a little sickly-look- 


; must stay without. 





But you can see} ing, wanting care; but the more they 
through, and the whole show is visible | appear in this Temple shcw the wilder 
to anybody who does not mind keeping | they will become. 

his nose close against the railings. A little before seven o'clock is a good 


Most of the flowers are wild. A! time to walk from Fleet Street through | 


splendid crop of scarlet runners is on| the Temple to see the show; do not 
view. One evening last week, | saw! make it much later for fear that bedding- 
one of them hit a tour perilously near! out time should come and cut you off 
to a K.C.’s window, and he ran them! from your enjoyment of the flowers. 
out as if a policeman were behind him. A 
You will see climbers in great variety ;}  ,. i tii otk wink, Sen Sentle 
it is one porter s work to keep them Arch and Training College. Finder will be 
from going up the bank after the | rewarded by returning same to the Penny 
fuchsias and geraniums. I caught sight | Mail office." 

of a very pretty little creeping Jenny | Grocott's Penny Mail (Grahamstown). 
taking cover béhind a big tree on her | Not sufficient reward for us. 





THE RUNNER-UP; 
or, THe Ricnut Way To TAKE It, 


Sue moved to music up the aisle; 
He tried to weep and had to smile. 


He stooped and touched her bridal 
train, 
Yet in his heart he felt no pain. 


He heard her promise to obey 
And knew ’twould be the other way, 


And clasped his hands in silent prayer 
For poor Augustus standing there. 


Her heavy father’s heavier wit 

He bore as if he relished it, 

And drinking deep of doubtful fiaz 
(At subsequent festivities) 

He thought; “This courage in Gefeat 
May seem inhuman; it is meet 


That I should suffer for her sake 
Some more or less authentic ache— 
‘Two slices, please, of wedding-cake!’” 





‘** Piano for sale; would suit beginner; also 
handy D. B. Hammerless Gun."’ 
Belfast Evening Telegraph. 
The latter for the beginner’s audience. 
‘*Nothing but Praise. 
dinner. Grotto Café."" 
Blanchester Guardian. 
A too unsubstantial meal. 


Our 4-course 1s. 
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ONE OF OUR CONQUERORS. 


(With Mr. Puncit's respectful welcome to the PRESIDENT OF THE Frexcu Rervstic.] 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


(EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary oF Tosy, M.P.) 


House of Commons, Monday, June 16. 
—The MEMBER FoR Sark, whose sym- 
pathies are as wide as his views are 
impartial, is elate at new turn of 
Opposition campaign. Never since 
Parliamentary history was written has 


|a belated Opposition, weakened by 


internal dissension, had such stroke of 
luck as beneficent Fortune cast in its 
way in connection with Marconi busi- 
ness. Their management of unexpected 
opportunity was equal to its unexampled 
greatness. By skilful nursing, a cloud 
no bigger than a man’s hand grew to a 
magnitude that bleakly overshadowed a 
Ministry which, achieving the GERMAN 
EmpeEror’s desire for his country, had 
long kept its place in the sun. 

But, as Sark shrewdly points out, 
“We can’t go on for ever or even for rest 
of session harping on one string. In 
forthcoming debate the Marconi affair 
will reach its climax. To persist in 
trotting it out would have effect of 
spoiling excellent game. The West 
End draper having by dint of bold 
advertisement done a fine thing in 
Spring goods doesn’t continue to exhibit 
them through June and July. He has 
a clearance sale, and with necessary 
but slight alteration in text of adver- 
tisement brings out his Summer goods. 
Politicians not behind West End 
drapers in business aptitude. Marconi 
played out. Very well. Play in some- 
thing else. 


“And they’ve got it. It’s oil— 





A shaft from ARCHER-SHEE. 
alleged fraudulent dealing in contracts 
for supply of oil for British Navy. 
That, as Larimer remarked in quite 
another connection, may be counted 
upon to light a candle in England that 


will burn up anything left of Ministry 
after devastating result of what may be 
called Marconigrams.” 

During past ten days been rumbling 
fire indicative of attack on Government 
from this direction. To-night ARCcHER- 
SHEE makes determined reconnaissance. 
Invites Prime Minister to appoint 
Committee to examine books of stock- 
broker who took advantage of native 
simplicity of Master of ELipanx “ with 
view of ascertaining whether invest- 
ments of Party Funds had been made 
in shares of Mexican Eagle Oil Com- 
pany.” Gallant Major explained that 
he was concerned by fact that this 
Company “had had and was now 
in contractual relations with Hus 
Masesty’s Government.” 

PREMIER gaye one of the short but 


Ly 
O% 
Sore 
7 
a 
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The Home SEcrRETARY moves the 
Second Reading. 
circumstantial answers that don’t 
always turn away intelligent curiosity. 

“There is,” he said, “no foundation 
for story of investment of Party funds. 
There has not been,” he added, “ and 
is not now any contract between the 
Government and the Mexican Eagle 
Oil Company.” 

In ordinary business assembly that 
would seem to knock the bottom out 
of newly projected enterprise. 

“ HERBERT H.,” says Sark, “is much 
simpler than he looks if he thinks he 
has even temporarily checked the new 
hunt.” 

Business done.—Second reading of 
Welsh Church Disestablishment Bill 
moved by Home SecrETArRY. 

Tuesday.— Mr. GLADSTONE!” 

House half-startled to hear again 
jechoing through the chamber name 
| 





familiar in it for more than a genera- 
jtion. It was the SPEAKER calling 


i 





upon Member for Kilmarnock to follow | 


PREMIER in debate on Second Reading 
of Welsh’ Church Disestablishment 
Bill. 


In response there rose from bench at 





A FRIEND or ComMPROMISE. 

(Mr. W. G. GrapsTone.) 
his right hand a tall figure. It bore no 
personal resemblance to the illustrious 
statesman asleep in Westminster Abbey 
these fifteen years. Nor was there 
anything recognisable in the tone of 
voice or manner of speech. The latter 
unillumined by any spark of fire of 
eloquence that glowed round the ora- 
tions of his grandsire, especially when 
there was a Church to be disestablished 
and disendowed. The House, fairly 
full, listened attentively to a modestly 
planned, quietly phrased, well reasoned 
speech, which obviously carried with it 
the weight of sincerity and honest 
conviction. 
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THE Mryority Report. 
(Lord Rosert CEcIL.) 
Opponents of Bill had hoped much 
from the prospect, at one time pro- 
mising, of having a GLADSTONE on their 
side. When it was introduced Iast 
session Member for Kilmarnock caused | 

















| 


| the Moderates going into Division 


| kept their majority up to ninety- 


| debate House, by majority of 78, 


| tion brought against Ministers, 
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camp by frank criticism. He regarded 
the measure as too relentless in its de- 
structive provisions. Something like a 
Cave was then formed. If its inmates 
were still active and would go the 
length of voting against Second Read- 
ing Ministerial majority would suffer 
useful set-back. 

GLADSTONE speedily undeceived them. 


surprise and mortification in Ministerial | play. Caver's card, at first sight bound 


to win the trick, was trumped by 


| RynaAND ApkrNs’s with above result. 
| Bonner Law's good generalship in 


selection of ground of ‘attack followed 
| up by admirable choice of Captain to 
‘lead it. Grorcr Cave, a name not 
jfamiliar to readers of -Parliamentary 
| reports, is one of most precious assets 
| of Opposition in the Commons. Certain 


The compromise he and his friends sug-| to obtain high office in next Unionist 
gested last year had been rendered im-| Ministry whenever, by whomsoever, 


possible, 

“The attitude of those representing 
the Church on the other side of the 
House,” he said, “has been one 
of taking everything and giving 
nothing. As friends of com- 
promise we are bound to do what 
we can against the Party most 
opposed to compromise.” 

So the Cave crumbled in, and 
the Government 


Lobby with 


nine— 99 in the shade” of the 
Marconi muddle. 

Business done.—Welsh Church 
Disestablishment Bill read a 
second time. 

Thursday.—After two nights’ 


having heard statements made 
by AvTrorRNEY-GENERAL and 
CHANCELLOR OF EXCHEQUER in 
reference to purchase of shares 
in American Marconi Company, 
“accepts their expressions of 
regret that such purchases were 
made and that they were not 
mentioned in the debate on Octo- 
ber 11 last, aequits them of acting 
otherwise than in good faith, and 
reprobates the charges of corrup- 


which have been proved to be 
wholly false.” 

Strategic move indicated by this 
resolution started yesterday, when 
Buckmaster, following Lorp Bos, still ' 
implacable in hostile criticism, moved | 
amendment to resolution submitted | 


by Georg Cave on behalf of Opposi-| floor to topmost bench of Strangers’ | 
Exultant shout went up from | Gallery, waited for the accused to offer | grass, surrounded them.” 
It meant! their defence, the virulent Viscount, | 


tion. 
crowded Ministerial benches. | 
deliverance from grave dilemma. Op-| 
position resolution cleverly couched in 


| form designed to net Ministerial bird. | 


\s far as it went it probably broadly | 
represented general opinion. Whilst 


| regretting the Stock Exchange trans- | 


| actions of | 
CHANCELLOR OF ExcHEQuER it la-!one who, as he said in an eloquent 


AtTrTrorNEY -GENERAL and 


|formed. His speech justified his repu- 


| tation for lucid argument presented in 


judicial form and manner. 





THE AMENDE. 
(Sie Rurus Isaacs and Mr. Lioyp GrorGe.) 


Excellent effect partly nullified by 
HertMmsiey’s performance in seconding 
motion. Whilst audience, thronged from 


with assistance of portentous bundles of 
manuscript, stumbled along for three- 
quarters of an hour saying nothing with 
wearisome iteration of phrases. 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL’s speech, when 
at length he found opportunity to make 
it, was set in a minor key. For 
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acknowledgment of mistakes made, was 
in more militant mood. 

In opening sentence it seemed as 
if he proposed to carry the war into 
the enemy’s country. Confession of 
desire to “examine the traditions of 
the past with reference to the private 
connection of Ministers of the Crown 
with trading companies holding con- 
tractual relations with the Govern- 
ment’’ seemed naturally to prelude 
citation of leading case set forth in 
Hansard, reporting debate on Address 
in session of 1903. There it was 
ialleged, and not contradicted, that of 
Government of the day thirty- 
three Members, including eighteen 
Cabinet Ministers, held between 
them sixty-eight directorships. 

On reflection the CHANCELLOR 
sheared off, content to remain on 
the defensive. 

To-day manceuvring for a place 
takes fresh turn. It was Princy 
ARTHUR who, in emergency re- 
asserting his natural place as 
Leader of Opposition, showed 
the way. In speech equal to 
highest effort of former days he 
suggested that a form of words 
should be adopted permitting 
unanimous acceptance. PREMIER 
eagerly held out hand to seize 
the olive branch extended across 
the table. There were consulta- 
tions on Treasury Bench and in 
his private room. New amend- 
ment finally drafted, but, since 
it did not express regret of the 
House at conduct of Ministers 
inculpated, Bonner Law would 
have none of it. 

Accordingly, amid scene of in- 
tense excitement, House divided ; 
Resolution quoted above was 
carried and will be entered on 
Journals of House. 

Business done.—Marconi Com- 
mittee’s. 














| 
A “Circle” Train. 

** A special train carrying police and news- 
paper reporters was rushed to the spot, and 
approaching the robbers quietly in the long 


Daily News and Leader. 


** Referring to the purchase of American 
| shares by Ministers, Lord Robert Cecil's daft 
report says :—’’— Yorkshire Post. 
| And a Tory paper too! 
“GUARDS PETROL 
Ascot Courss.” 
Evening Telegraph and Post. 


| 


mented “lack of frankness in their’ passage, had for a period of eight} What is the Guards’ grievance ? 


communications to the House.”’ 


jinonths daily lived among his fellow- | 


Difficult for Liberals to plump aj;men “conscious of the pointed fore- 


negative against declaration thus mod- |! 
erately set forth. But Parliamentary 


strategy is a game at which two can equally submissive and regretful in; This sounds bad for Deptford. 








finger”’ his manner was a little mild. 
Luoyp GrorGr, following, whilst 





** Since the opening in 1898 of the Deptford 
baths and washhouses it has not been necessary 
to purchase « fresh supply of towels."’ 
Evening News. 
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HARD TO PLEASE. 


Local Busybody (as new residents pass). ‘‘ AWFUL PEOPLE, MY DEAR. 


THE MOTHER! 80 DREADFULLY LOUD, I’M QUITE SURE 


SHE ISN’T A NICE SORT OF PERSON; AND AS FOR THE DAUGHTER——”’ 
Vicar’s Wife. ‘‘ WELL, SHE LOOKS A NICE QUIET LITTLE THING.”’ 


Busybody. ‘‘ My DEAR, THAT’S JUST IT. I DETEST THOSE QUIET PEOPLE. STILL WATERS RUN DEEP, YOU KNOW.” 











OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I suppose the Novel with a Purpose to be infinitely the 
most difficult of any form of fiction to bring to a successful 
issue. It is so hard to mould a piece of special pleading 
into the shape of art. One remembers, for example, that 
unhappy work, Danesbury House, a story in which character 
and plot are alike submerged beneath a flood of alcohol. 
Mrs. Francis BiunpELL has been more fortunate. Her 
Story of Mary Dunne (Murray) never makes the mistake 
of sacrificing probability to purpose; and the result is 
a tale all the more moving for its careful simplicity. 
Much of what the writer wished to bring about, in the way 
of punishment for the scoundrels whose victims are the 
Mary Dunnes of real life, has already been done by recent 
legislation ; but the work is by no means over. I have 
spoken of the book as designedly simple; its action is 
confined almost entirely to three characters, Mary Dunne 
herself, her peasant-lover Mat, and old Father Delaney, the 
parish priest, whose simple credulity in obtaining for his 
protégée a situation in England and handing over the girl to 
a plausible stranger is the innocent cause of her tragedy. 
Even Mrs. BLunpELL has written no more poignant scenes 
than that in which poor Father Delaney tries (and fails) to 
tell the story of Mary’s fate to her uncomprehending mother. 
I felt when reading it an emotion of reverence for the writer 





who has placed such gifts at the service of a noble cause; 
it is a contribution that can hardly fail of its effect. 


Before I read Dr. Fircnert’s story of Australia in the 
making, The New World of the South (Smitn, ELDER), 
I was, whether I knew it or not, at the mercy of any 
enquiring child who cared to cross-examine me on the 
subject. Had one of these dread searchers after truth 
asked me how, why, or even when, we managed to attach 
a continent to our Empire, I should have resorted to a 
subterfuge and referred him back to his school-boy stories 
of the bush, advising him that in this instance the truth 
was duller than fiction. As usual in such cases I should 
have been hopelessly inaccurate; for the story of Major 
JOHNSTON alone, aman who crushed one insurrection in 1804 
and carried out another on his own account in 1808, leaves 
the average fictitious hero standing, and the tales the learned 
author has to tell of the actual careers of the bushrangers 
are quite as startling as anything that has been imagined of 
them. I approached the work with some reluctance, as 
being confessedly historical and matter of fact; but in 
supposing that I had something to contend with I reckoned 
without Dr. Fircuert. He has done all the contending, to 
produce ultimately a book of the size and price of a novel 
and also as easily read and digested. The dates and the 
statistics are there, but are kept well in control. If it is 
an Englishman’s duty to ‘his Empire to get to know it 

















| mastership 
Rattison) to a position 


| this virtue. 





| author’s credit to have preserved them to the end. 
| however, 
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thoroughly, and his duty to himself to do so in the most 
comfortable way, here is the opportunity to begin or, as the 
case may be, to finish. 


I was espe- 


Having myself a nice taste in short stories, 
of them as’ 


cially glad to welcome so choice a collection 
this that Mr. Frank Harris has made under the title of 
Unpath'd Waters (Lane). The author has long been 
known as among the very few English masters of this 
medium, and you will not have read one of the present 
series without becoming happily aware that his hand has 


not lost its cunning. There is a fine variety of styles and 
subjects, but in each the same sense of distinction. Pro-! 


bably only the reticence of its treatment saves the first, 
‘The Miracle of the Stigmata,” from the risk of giving 
offence ; granted the situation, it is handled with exquisite 
tact and delicacy. 
for the stories in which Mr. Harris can give free play to 
“ay somewhat caustic humour. Perhaps the best of these 

‘An English Saint,” in which the progress of a good- 
inline fool, Gerald 
Lawrence, from being a 
nonentity at Harrow 
and Lincoln (under the 


of Luke 


of fame and emolument 
in the Anglican Church, 
is traced with an irony 
effective 


none the less 
for its restraint. In one 
particular, it may be 


noticed, Mr. Harris dis- 
plays a startling lack of 
His employ- 
ment of real names and 
easily recognised per- 
sonalities is almost im- 
perial in its disregard for 





[ can only hope that 
same factory. 


the catalogues say, to suit all tastes 
there may be many more from the s 
In one respect, at any rate, The Law-Bringers (Hopper 
AND STOUGHTON) is not short measure, for it is nearly four 
hundred pages in length, and has about fifty lines on a 
page. Mr. B. Lancaster is also lavish of hyphens; 
from curiosity I counted the crop on page 23 until I came 
to ‘ fine-tooth-combs ” and did not know whether it ought 
to be recorded as a single or as a brace. The book is 
concerned with the lives of the Royal North-West Mounted 
Police of Canada, and so plentiful are the dangers through | 
which the two heroes have to pass that it is greatly to the 
Relief, 
from the prevailing atmosphere of jeopardy is 
provided in the contrast between the characters of Tempest 
and Heriot; indeed, I cannot help thinking that Mr.| 
LANCASTER is most in his element as a psychologist. 
Tempest, with his terrific love for Canada, a most | 
admirable study, and attracted me more by the workings of 
his mind than by his feats of physical endurance. Never- | 
theless, we are given so many hairbreadth escapes that| 
readers who like their heroes to exercise themselves solely 
between the frying-pan and the fire must not be alarmed | 
by my advertisement of Mr. Laxcaster’s ani lytical gifts. 


is 
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I have, however, a personal preference | 





| interpretation. 
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Family spectres may always ‘look to me for a cheery 
welcome, and when I found that a brown dog was in the 
habit of appearing to the Holts at disastrous crises in their 
lives [ settled down to an earnest perusal of Mr. HaLLiwen 
SutcuiFrFe’s The Strength of the Hills (Stantey Pavt), for 
which, on the whole, I think I may say the merits of the 
story rewarded me. There are dull patches in the book, 
but not so many as to cause a reader to regret having 
allowed himself to make the trip to Yorkshire, personally 
conducted by Mr. Surciirre, who by this time has estab- 
lished as clear a title to the Haworth Moorland as the 
Holts had to Eller Beck Mead. The Strength of the Hills is 
the old, but always readable, story of the sport-loving son 
who turns his back on sport and goes to work aut an 
uncongenial but profitable task in order to wipe off a debt 
of honour bequeathed to him by his dead father. When 
Squire Holt, having duly seen the brown dog, passed from 
this world, his son Roger, though not knowing shalloons 
from plainbacks, which, as I need scarcely tell you, is like 
not knowing tummits from oats, built a mill on Eller Beck 
Mead, and did so un- 
commonly well out of 
; the shalloons that the 
debt of honour was paid 
off almost before he knew 
where he was. And, 
after all, for a young 
man of Poger’s militant 
nature, there are worse 
lives. At any moment 
rioters may come and be- 
siege your mill and have 
to be dispersed with 
guns. The description 
of the siege of Eller Beck 
mill was too brief for 
my taste. It is one of 
the best things in the 
book, and I should have 


convention. But, of i liked to linger over it. 
course, this only adds , —— - 

, re are nee “a ; , ; I think that Mis 
to the fun. There ane Globe-trotter ( from U.S.A. doing E urope). ‘* SAY, WILLIE, WHAT'S THE " adie ; we 
plenty of good things in’ .,we or rHIs BLAMED COUNTRY?” — GREENWOOD, when she 
the book, selected, as — —— ————_____—_— ———— surveyed her study of 


Horace Walpole's “World (BELL), suspected some inade- 
quacy in her treatment, for she has given her book 
the alternative title of A Sketch of Whig Society under 
George IIT.; but even as a “sketch” her book is hardly 
justified. She has written certain amusing and well- 
informed essays on such subjects as “The Ministers of 
George III.,” “Society in France,’’ “ Horry’s Duchesses,” 
and then clamped them together between two handsome 
blue covers. These essays, however, obstinately refuse to 
catch either the master of Strawberry Hill or his world. 
To anyone who ‘knows nothing of this. period very little 
solid ground is here to be obtained, whilst for anyone who 
knows a good deal there is no fresh discovery nor novel 
I fancy that Miss Greenwoop has been 
worried by the brilliance, the shining humour and vitality 
of the famous Letters and has found so much that is 
entertaining that she has been bewildered and has lost 
the central theme that would have welded her mprgee 


together. Her pages are never dull, but they have not, 
ithe end, quite justified their existence. ‘“ Horry” te 


and, smiling, has remained always 
just outside her vision. A word of praise must be given to 
the excellent illustrations. I like especially the frontispiece, 
which shows us the subject of the book more truthfully and 
| with a finer gaiety than all Miss GREENwoop’s pages. 


I think, eluded her, 
































BERNARD Partrioce. 











MARCONI ECHOES. 


Ir was Henley, and the luncheon-interval drew drowsily to a close. 

On the flowery deck of a houseboat, side by side—indeed they had paired for the day—sat two of our statesmen, 
full of meat and drink, and in a state of content which had dulled the last lingering doubt as to whether the 

| Legislature would be able to carry on without them. 

“I wish,” said the Radical, fanning himself with a copy of the anti-gambling Daily News,—*I wish I could get 
someone to give me decent odds against New College for the Grand.” 

“My dear fellow,” said the Tory, “ nobody bets at Henley. It is one of the few purely sporting meetings left 
to this nation of sportsmen. You must have been reading the Majority Report of the Marconi Committee. It’s all for 
gambling among politicians. In future any Minister has only got to say that he’s been having a flutter on the 
Stock Exchange and he becomes entitled to a bucket of Fatconer’s best.” 

“TI don’t see why Ministers shouldn't gamble if they want to. What have their private affairs to do with their 
public duties ?” 

“ Well, we pay some of them £5,000 a year not to.” 

“No, we don’t. We pay them salaries for the work they do. You'll tell me next that a Minister mustn't 
marry because marriage is notoriously a lottery.” 

“ But you wouldn't have approved if Hatpane, say, when he was at the War Office, had married the daughter 
of an Army Contractor, would you?” 

“No; but then I couldn't have endured to see him marry anybody. To me, he is the perfect type of celibacy— 
a lesson to us all!” 

“ But seriously—we ‘ll grant that your speculating friends in the Cabinet meant no harm, but mightn’t they 
have been a little more frank about it all?” 

“ But they were frank. They admitted their mistake when they saw what a mess it had got them into. But 


at the time—on October 11th—they naturally wanted to avoid the very appearance of evil. App2arances, as you 
know, are so deceptive.” , 








“IT noticed, by the way,” said the Tory, “that, though these Members confessed a sort of regret for their errors, 
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it was given out that, if ¢ a majority of the ‘House expressed itself as sharing that regret, they were prepared to resign. 
How do you explain that?” 

“Oh, a very natural and pardonable vanity. They wouldn’t care to have their own original views appropriated 
by a lot of other people. Besides, when I ery Peccavi, I don’t want you to answer, ‘So you have; I thoroughly agree 
with you.’ On the contrary, I expect you to say, ‘ Not at all, my dear fellow, not at all.’” 

“Which is practically what the majority of the House did say. However, that chapter is closed as far as 
Parliamentary verdicts go. But I will just add this parting thrust. When the rest of the scandal has blown 
over, Luoyp GEorGE ought still to find his position rather embarrassing. I don’t care whether he gambles in 
American Marconis or Sumatra Rubber; the point is that you can’t preach from pulpits about the horrors of 
unearned increment after you’ve been doing a deal in speculative stock yourself. Unless, of course, he wants to 
illustrate his discourses with an awful example in his own person.” 

“ But why,” asked the Radical, “should you insist on his practising what he preaches? Give me a man 
of principles, I say, who knows how to lay down the law; and anybody else can carry it out. I never confuse the 
legislative with the executive function. I agree with Brownina’s Ogniben, who had seen three-and-twenty leaders 
of revolt. ‘Ever judge of men,’ he says, ‘by their professions and not by their performance; which is half the 
world's work, interfere as the world needs must, with its accidents and circumstances; the profession was purely 
the man’s own.’ No, I have no fears for Liuoyp GrorGr’s future. Besides, he wasn’t speculating at all; he was 
investing for keeps. He said so.” 

“If he meant it for a permanent investment,” said the Tory, “he sold out rather soon—a couple of days or so 
later, wasn’t it? But take him at his word and say that he intended this speculative stock to be a source of steady 
income for himself and family—then, in that case, I find him a shade too guileless. A man who claims to be such 
a child in business matters is far too beautifully innocent for a Chancellor of the Exchequer who has to conduct the 
financial affairs of the nation. Hullo! Who’s the ancient Pierrot in the punt?” 

The Radical turned and saw a strange figure: obviously a sage, by his air of philosophical detachment 
that contrasted curiously with the gay trappings of masquerade. 

Conscious that he was the object of remark the Pierrot rose and addressed them. 

“Pardon me, gentlemen,” he said, “if I have involuntarily overheard your conversation. I will not intrude 
upon your political differences, for i in these matters I make a point of preserving a nice impartiality. But you were 
comparing speculation with investment, and here I have strong views of my own. Iam in a position to recommend 
to you something which is at once a sound investment producing high interest and also a speculative venture 
promising a sharp rise in value. Permit me—” 

Thereupon Mr. Punch (for his identity now shone very luminously through his disguise) exhibited, amid 
a murmur of applause from the surrounding pleasure-craft, his 


One Hundred and Fortp-Fourth Volume.” 
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